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and talked with editors in their dens; wide streets poured and
shone on me almost at one and the same moment; from the
window of my hotel room I watched children play on a patch
of green grass; when the rain came I saw them scamper for
shelter with retinues of fat nurses in pursuit; in the evenings
I mingled with the great cloud of citizens that comes to air
itself around the "Gateway of India'*, luncheons I had in cool
and laughter/loving clubs; my religious imagination was
kindled by the Tower of Silence; in the Prince of Wales
Museum I saw much of interest, and down in the vast bazaar
area I watched cloth being sold at half the price which Britain
needs to produce it.
The Bombay bazaar dealer is not any different from the
Calcutta or Delhi bazaar dealer. He may sell Zanzibar snuff
or a freshly executed chicken. His methods, however, are
ever the same. And they are as different from those of the
West as the design of his shop or the aroma of his cooking'
oven. He proclaims to the world a divine unconcern. That
a customer should buy anything is the last thing to expect
from a world that achieves the enormous in surprises. The
West begs you to buy; the East begs you not to upset the
rhythm of its betel chew. Sycophancy and a blatant insuv
centy make the customer in the West consider that the cosmos
has need of his service; the customer in the East is lucky if he
is made aware of his own existence. The Indian shopkeeper
is Brahmamsttc indifference; he flaps the flies away from his
skilfully cut sugar cane as if he was the law of diminishing
returns, and if you approach his frail wooden stall he does
not even look at you.
There are exceptions, of course. For some unknown
reason a trunk/store keeper always wants you to buy. Perhaps
it is because the traveller's trunk is not an indigenous article*
You get all castes in the bazaar; but Parsees are usually in
the cloth trade. They are to the Hindus what the Scotsmen
are to the English. They will grow rich where a Hindu will
starve. And yet they are good and generous souls. The